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Publisher's Forward 


The Funeral Pile - Words of Great Heretics is 
translated from the Third original Der 
Scheiterhaufen — Worte großer Ketzer 
published by Kurt Eggers. Most of these quite 
anti-Christian quotations date from the 14th 
to 19th century, although some go all the way 
back to the 4th century Roman Emperor 
Julian. The men quoted include, but are not 
limited to, the following: Hoffman von 
Fallersleben (composer of the German 
national anthem), Georg Herwegh, Walther 
von der Vogelweide, Fredrick the Great 
(including his delightful “Ode to the 
Prussians”), Nietzsche, Schopenhauer, 
Goethe, Schiller, Kant, Grillparzer, Lagarde, 
Bismarck. Gneisenau, H. St. Chamberlain, 
Ernst Moritz Arndt, Heder, Ulrich von Hutten, 
Christian Wagner, Christian Wernicke, Adolf 
Stöber, Freidrich Hebbel and Carl Julius 
Weber. 


Allin all, quite a collection. And definitely 
iconoclastic! 


The Publisher 


January 2011 


The Fire Saying 

You, my brothers, 

Take the torches 

And shine into the darkness! 

Throw into the rotten world of the lie 
The flame of enthusiasm! 

Expel with light and fire 

Those phantoms, 

The magician and charlatans 

Who conjured in the shadows, 


In order to frighten 


The souls of the despairing! 
Throw the fire into the beams, 

On which the bats hang! 

Truth’s bright glow 

Proclaims freedom’s young day. 
And in the early glow of the dawn 
All shadows are scattered, 

That lie tormenting on the heart 
The sun's ray 

Makes any magic dull. 


You, my brothers, 


Sing the songs 

Of our valiant faith, 

Which has grown from life itself! 
Sing our signs of certainty, 

That we are chosen for victory! 
Stretch upward, 

You, my brothers, 

And dare the rebellion, 

Which bursts the chains! 

To the devil with the litany of sins! 


To the devil with the fear of hell! 


To the devil with the devil himself! 
The strong hearts 

Do not tremble before fate. 

The funeral pile’s blood red flames 
Do not devour solely 

The life of those, 

Who fell on the run forward, 

They shine bight even deep 

into the dark chambers 

of superstition. 


You, my brothers, 


Throw the explosive charge 
Into the dull walls, 

So that the sun 

Becomes visible again! 
Hear the signals 

Of our battle, 

Which turn our fate 

Into history! 

Hear the fanfares 

Of our revolution, 


Which lead us to Germany! 


To the devil with the hangmen 
Of our soul! 

Fortresses mark 

With red rooster! 

You, my brothers, 

Forward! 

The gaze directed at the goal, 
At our freedom’s 

Sacred fatherland! 

You, my brothers, attack! 


- On Heroes Remembrance Day 1941 
Kurt Eggers 


And It Moves Nonetheless 

That the sun stands 

And the earth moves, 

Everybody knows today, 

A few years ago even 

The Pope learned 

That the earth moves, moves, moves 
And the sun stands. 

Galileo had to, 

Because he only knew it so 


Before the Holy Father 


He apologized for it, then he stood up 
And shouted “It moves, moves, moves 
And the sun stands!" 

And with our conflict 

It goes like ages ago 

The same even now. 

If also considered crimes 

What we speak today, 
Nonetheless, it is true, true, true 


Today and always. 


- Hoffman von Fallersleben 


Only a folk under arms 
Speaks a kind valid word, 
Can create a Germany 
Without fratricide. 

Weapons, weapons, weapons 
In the folk’s fist, 

So that all the priests, 

And all country squires shudder! 
Weapons, no quibbling! 
Manly decision! 

Stir your wings! 


German genius! 
- Georg Herwegh 


You Germans, level mountain and valley 
For your fire wagons. 

One sees on roads without number 

You chase through the lands; 

This steam, too, is sacrifice steam - 

Do not believe that | hate him - 

But first pave in conflict and struggle 

A path for freedom! 

If the whole world lost courage 

To begin the feud, 


Step in front of the folks, you, my folk, 


Let your heart's blood run! 
Give us the man who grasps 
The banner of the new time, 
And we break through Europe 
A path for freedom! 


- Georg Herwegh 


Bad Comfort 

You will see a pretty life, 

And eternally, eternally it remains yours 
One will build you golden castles, 

Only — first you must have died! 

You will penetrate to the stars 

And put yourself into their ranks, 

Swing you from worlds to worlds 

Only — first you must have died! 

You, a free Brutus, will wander 


In union still with Brutuses, 


All your chains will fall, 

Only — first you must have died! 

If sins roast in hell, 

So enter heaven; 

We will be kissed and not betrayed, 

Only — first you must have died! 

When the east blows its sails. 

How does it help the rotten, leaky boat? 
How goes the sun's proximity help the bird, 
Which a eagle carries upward dead? 


- Georg Herwegh 


The Priest's Choice 
King Constantine 
Bestowed so much to the Holy See: 


Spear, crown and cross, let yourselves be 
reported that. 


The angel screamed loudly: “Oh woe, 
Twice woe, trice woe! 


Otherwise Christianity stood so nicely in 
breeding: 


Now the grip has fallen off, 
The honey has become bile: 


This will one day till be much bewailed.” 


All princes now live in honor, 
But the highest no longer has power: 


The choice of the priests has accomplished 
this. 


This be lamented to you, sweet God! 


The priest was to turn layman law upside 
down: 


The angel has told us true. 


- Walther von der Vogelweide 


Bad Succession 


We all complain and yet do not know, how we 
erred, Since our fathers, the Pope confuses 
us to terribly. Now he truly walks ahead 
fatherly: We follow him and deviate not a step 
from his course. Now note, world, what 
displeases me so much about this: 


If he is stingy, all are stingy with him, If he 
lies, all lie with him his lies, And if he 
deceives, then they deceive with him, like he 
deceives. Who is it who justifiably reprimands 
me for these words? So the new Judas, like 
the old one there, comes to the trap. 


- Walther von der Vogelweide 


You have quite frankly declared war 
Against the whole German world 

Which holds true to the German Reich: 
Well then, war be granted you! 

| accept the challenge, 

| am always there, now approach! 

As long as God's sun shines for me, 

The Reich's friend, the priests’ enemy! 

| am pleased that you without intermission 
Donate to me your wrath and hatred, 


Since you, like you anger and threaten me, 


Also do not hesitate to state. 

| remain in my jolly calm 

And say nothing more to it: 

As long as God's sun shines for me, 
The Reich's friend, the priests’ enemy! 
The Reich's enemy is also my enemy: 
Curse you, you do not mean it honestly! 
| remain true with heart and hand, 

| remain true to the fatherland. 

As you also outlaw, damn me, 


| say it to you priests altogether. 


As long as God's sun shines for me, 
The Reich's friend, the priests’ enemy! 
- Hoffman von Fallersleben 


Any separation of the scientific teaching from 
the realizations of light, any schism of life 
with the universal nature promotes confusion 
and ruin and falsifies the yardsticks. Only in 
the unity of doctrine and life, of life and 
nature, do you stand on the foundation of 
truth, of your life, and remain certain of 
human dignity and splendor of will. 


So that nobody attacks your conscience, 
nobody deceives you with eloquence and 
scholarly works of blinding, nobody fogs you 
with foreign haze, nobody leads you to 
strange paths, nobody devalues your 
homeland soil — be on your guard! 


Nothing is true that contradicts the meaning 
of your life, nothing is scared that fights 
against your own nature, nothing is moral - 
allow this word misused in such a god-killing 
manner by all seeking suppression and 
hypocrites — that demands exceptions to the 
natural and causality. There are not two kinds 
of truth, for there are not two kinds of nature. 


With the might of unity, strike them down, 
those who want to come to you with dualism 
and rules and statues of the beyond, the 
murderer's dagger against rationality and 
freedom of spirit in hypocritical clothing. 


With the might of unity. Whoever separates 
into this side and beyond, wants rule over this 
side, whoever separates divine and natural, 
wants to weaken so that his own power has 
the advantage. Everything has up to now 
been based on it in history: will to power, but 
will in this excess: millions of acquiring and 


suffering for a thousand possessing and 
enjoying, millions of subjects for a hundred 
masters, the whole of Christianity a herd for 
one shepherd, the vice-God in the Vatican. 


- Michael Georg Conrad 


Christian Charity 


We ask the divine Almighty that he destroy 
the insanity of Ludwig of Bavaria, smash his 
pride to the ground, crush him through the 
power of his rightists and deliver him to the 
hands of his enemies. He should fall into the 
abyss when he least expects it. When he 
goes out, he should be followed by the curse, 
and when he goes in. The lord should strike 
him with feeble-mindedness and blindness 
and rage. Heaven should rain lightning upon 
him. The anger of almighty God and his 
Holiest should burn over him, now and 
eternally. The whole world should arm 
against him, the earth open and devour him 
alive. His name should die in the first 
generation. His memory should disappear 
from him. All elements should be enemy to 
him. His residence should become desert. 


- Pope Johan's papal edict against Kaiser 
Ludwig IV., the Bavarian. 


(April 13, 1346) 


The doctrines of the Christian religion may be 
what they want, the folk clings to them simply 
through habit, likewise to certain external 
practices; whoever attacks these with 
vehemence, outrages it. What must one 
hence do? Preserve morality and also, what is 
necessary, improve it, enlighten the men in 
the state offices, who have influence on the 
governments, pour from full hands scorn and 
ridicule over superstition, scorn the religious 
doctrines, eradicate false zeal and so lead the 
spirits to a general tolerance. How is it then 
still important what cult the folk adheres to? 


Through the study of history, one is led to the 
conviction that from Constantine the Great 
onward, the whole world has been crazy. 


- Frederick the Great 


| do not belong to those who also still offer 
the other cheek, if one has given them a box 
on the ear. Naivete | call this tendency to 
believe in magic, prophets and even in 
dreams. So think these priestly villains, who 
almost always have the better of God, kings 
and people. These cunning rogues are always 
ready to sacrifice everything to their interests, 
they are such contemptible flatterers that, if 
they have the king's ear, they sew the edges 
of the abysses with flowers and hide their 
eyes to the sad truth. 


- Frederick the Great 


By the gods! It is not my will that all 
Christians should be killed and mistreated. 
But | find this is preferable and hereby 
command it: That all who have remained true 
on the faith of the fathers should be given 
preference. Christianity is able neither to 
educate statesmen nor impart manly courage 
or patriotic disposition. - It is just as little in 
the position for it as its mother, Jewry! 


Show me a field commander like Alexander 
or a Caesar among the Jews; let alone then 


among the Christians! 


- Emperor Julian 


Select among your boys and let them be 
instructed in the “Holy Scripture”. When they, 
become men, should prove themselves even 
just a little more capable than the slaves, then 
you may hold me for a fool and lunatic. 
Through the foolishness of the Christians, 
almost everything has been ruined. Only the 
mercy of the gods can still bring us rescue. 


Christianity, as a result of its despicable life 
principles, is a religion for innkeepers, toll 
collectors, dancers and similar riff-raff! One 
must rightly hate the intelligent among you, 
but pity the simpletons, who, as your 
followers, have sunk so deep into ruin that 
they betrayed the eternal gods and went over 
to a dead Jew. 


- Emperor Julian 


What we combat in Christianity? That it 

wants to break the strong, that it wants to 
demoralize their courage, exploit their worst 
hours and weariness, transforms their proud 
certainty into unrest and distress of 
conscience, that it manages to make the 
sublime instincts poisonous and sick, until 
their energy, their will to power reverses, turns 
against itself, - until the strong perish from 
the excesses of self-contempt and self-abuse. 


As long as one does not feel Christianity’s 
morality as capital crime against life, its 
defenders have a good game. The New 
Testament is the gospel of a totally ignoble 
kind of human being; its claim to have more 
value, yes, to have all value, has in fact 
something outrageous about it — even still 
today. The time is coming when we will have 
to pay for having been Christians for two 
millennia. 

- Nietzsche 


The whole world still believes in the writing of 
the “Holy Spirit” or stands under the 
aftereffect of this faith: when one opens the 
Bible, it happens in order to “fortify” oneself, 
in order to find one’s won, personal, large or 
small distress a hint of comfort, in short, one 
reads oneself into and out of it. That in it also 
stands described the history of one of the 
most ambitious and most intrusive souls of 
an equally superstitious as devious mind, the 
history of the Apostle Paul, who knows that, 
aside from a few scholars? Without this odd 
history however, with the confusions and 
storms of such a mind, of such a soul, there 
would be no Christianity, hardly would we 
have learned of a small Jewish sect whose 
master died on the cross. Whom does 
Christianity deny then? What does “world” 
mean? 


That one is a soldier, that one is judge, that 
one is patriot, that one defends oneself; that 
one keeps one's honor, that one wants one’s 
advantage, that one is proud... 


- Nietzsche 


Christ is only a Jew of “freer” affirmation. 
Have | still to say that in the whole New 
Testament merely one single figure appears, 
whom one must respect? Pilate, the Roman 
regent. To take a Jewish deal seriously — he 
does not let himself be persuaded to that. 
One Jew more or less, what does it matter? ... 
The sublime scorn of a Roman, before whom 
the shameless abuse of the word “truth” is 
engaged in, has enriched the New Testament 
with the only words which have value, which 
are its criticism, its annihilation itself: “What 
is truth!”... 


Faith means not-wanting-to-know, what is 
true, Heathen are all who say yes to life, for 
whom “God” is the term for the great Yes to 
all things. Christianity is a rebellion of 
everything crawling-on-the-ground against 
what has height: the gospel of the “low” 
makes low... | do not comprehend how a 
German could ever feel Christian. 


- Nietzsche 


To liberate one from an error, does not mean 
to take something from him, rather to give: 
for the realization that something is false, is 
simply a truth. No error, however, is harmless, 
rather each will sooner or later cause 
misfortune for the one who harbors it. 


It would really be a highly useful 
investigation, if one tried to weigh with 
greatest impartiality and coldness, non- 
partisan, precisely and correctly, 


the advantages gained through the religions 
and the disadvantages caused by the same. 


Religious documents contain miracles f or 
the verification of their content; but a time is 
approaching, when they have the opposite 
effect. 


- Schopenhauer 


| want to advise the gentlemen of the 
revelation to not talk so much about the 
revelation these days, otherwise it will one 
day be easily revealed to them what 
revelation actually is. - 


A happy life is impossible; the highest that a 
person can achieve is a heroic personal 
record. The person leads it, who in whatever 
manner and matter struggles with huge 
difficulties for what somehow benefits all, 
and in the end 


triumphs, but in the process is rewarded 
badly or not at all. The physician sees the 
human being in his whole weakness; the 
jurist in his whole badness; the theologian in 
his whole stupidity. 


- Schopenhauer 


The occupation with ideas of immortality is 
for “noble” strata, and especially for females, 
who have nothing to do. But a capable human 
being, who plans to do something decent 
already here, and must therefore daily strive, 
struggle and work, lets the future world rest 
and is active and useful in this one. 


The older | become, the more | trust in the 
law according to which the rose and lily 
bloom. The Catholics do not get along with 
each other, but they always hold together, 
when it is about opposing a Protestant. They 
are like a pack of frogs that bite. 


- Goethe 


The fairy-tale of Christ is the reason that the 
world can stand another 10,000 years and 
nobody so rightly comes to reason, because 
it requires so much energy of will, of reason, 
of concept, in order to defend it than to 
contest it. If only the whole doctrine of Christ 
were not such a crappy thing, which makes 
me as human being such a restricted, needy 
thing, then the object would also be dear to 
me. There are a lot of dumb things in the 
church's statues. But it wants to rule, and 
there it must have an obstinate mass, which 
ducks and is inclined to let itself be ruled. The 
high, richly doped clergy fears nothing more 
than the enlightenment among the masses. 


- Goethe 


Vice brings the church millions. It was of the 
highest importance to the priests’ ambition 
that the terms heresy and rebellion would be 
confused. That it is high time to do 
something for art, few feel, but that it cannot 
remain so with religion as it is, can be made 
comprehensible to all. | have occupied myself 
with Saint Bernhard these last few days and 
have been very pleased with his 
acquaintance; it may be difficult to dig up in 
history a second so world-wise clerical 
scoundrel. 


- Schiller 


The death of dogmas is the birth of morality. 


- Kant 


The pagan worldview is the nature worldview, 
hence | prefer it over poetry. The Christian 
one resists on suppositions. It is hence by its 
nature conditions and restricted. Who knows 
whether it will still be valid in three hundred 
years. The pagan one will be valid as long as 
the world stands and people are people. 


- Grillparzer 


If the state grants the Pope and the Pope the 
state sovereign rights, then there certainly 
remains, if these sovereign rights are 
supposed to be exercised over the same 
people — according to Jesus, nobody can 
serve two masters — nothing left than to cut 
these people into two parts (which actually is 
no longer acceptable with the living, since the 
verdict of the Porcia), of whom the one 
belongs to the Pope, the other to the Kaiser. 
The state renounces the sentiment of its 


subjects and satisfies itself in touching 
ignorance over the source of human actions 
with the actions: it will soon find the opus 
operatum extremely unusable. 


- Lagarde 


The Protestant priest, as soon as he feels 
strong enough, is just as inclined to 
theocracy as the Catholic one; and in the 
process, it is harder to deal with him, because 
he has no Pope over him. 


- Bismarck 
The new time needs more than old names, 
titles and parchments: It needs fresh deed 


and energy. 


- Gneisenau 


With us, since harmony between science and 
church can never exist, such as was the case 
in India: Between a chronicle-based and 
absolutist religious system borrowed from 
Jewry and the questioning, researching 
instinct of the Germanic personality, this is a 
thing of impossibility. 


- H. St. Chamberlain 


If you believe and affirm that the fatherland 
should be a glorious, free and immortal 
Germany; if you believe and affirm that the 
Germans should always be pious, free, brave 
and just men — then the faith will give birth to 
a new era, and our grandchildren and great- 
grandchildren will bless as their rescuers and 
preserves whose who even in the darkest 
days did not doubt that a German dawn 
would arise again. And we have now seen the 
dawn and would want to 


doubt in the early morning's mist that the sun 
would shine through? 


- Ernst Moritz Arndt 
Under the shell of Christian zeal hides the 
vulgar pride, crawling presumption, shameful 


lust, stupid foolishness. 


- Herder 


Proclamations to the German Nation 


How long still do we, who were never 
defeated by valiant and strong folks, want to 
bow to the shameless will and the deceitful 
fable stories of the obscurants? Is it not an 
unbearable shame that our Germany, the 
queen of nations, should be subject to 
anybody at all, let alone then to the filthy 
priests? A huge number of criminal creatures 
in Rome live splendidly and in joy from our 
money. 


If we want to wrack our brains, whether and 
how we squander our money, then we have 
nearby sufficient seas and rivers, for 
example, the Main, also the Rhine, and there 
the Elbe and other rivers, we can throw our 
money into them, after all, so that it 
disappears completely, than that it becomes 
the cause for the fall of so 

many people in the whole world, for we 


thereby nourish the shamelessness in Rome 
so much that it becomes ever greater and 
pours out up to here. | think of nothing else 
than indeed abolishing the whole monk 
vermin. Never, as long as | am of clear mind, 
do | want to deviate even a finger-width from 
what | have sworn. | will remain free, because 
| do not fear death! 


- Ulrich von Hutten 


To the German Nation 


Who dares in the whole land at Hutten’'s side 
to fall for the folk’s freedom? | will never 
cease to fight until the fatherland is liberated 
from the imprisonment under godless priests, 
the harshest and most despicable of all; and 
Germany gradually comes to its senses and 
brings to recognize the deception through 
which it was lulled to sleep. 


All other robbers with which Germany is 
plagued sink down to insignificance, when 
one has just recognized how great the 
robbery by the priests is. | do not let up 
calling for the struggle for freedom, and 
constantly reproach my countrymen for their 
unmanly patience, even at the risk of making 
myself hated among them. 


The obscurants, this sort of people whose 
highest wrong is the highest wrong, must be 
dismissed and exterminated root and branch 
so that the fatherland is liberated from this 
tremendous pressure. The obscurants who 
have inflicted so much calamity should also 
perish with disaster. 


There has never been a more honest and 
more compelling reason than for war against 
the priests. If anything has insulted them, 
they wrinkle their forehead, throw open the 
lips, and stick up the nose and shout: “Into 
the fire, into the fire!” A terrible pack of 
people, accustomed to talk about everything, 
but do nothing! 


- Ulrich von Hutten 


When one deviated from the fathers’ way, 
faith as well sank simultaneously with the 
sciences, and the worst of all plagues broke 
out, superstition, which through its night 
darkened the genuine cult of divinity. 


When in the world will Germany’s eyes 
probably finally open? When will it recognize 
that Rome always betrayed it? Either 
Germany remains, as it is now, the Reich, 
ridiculous, cheap robbery for the priests, Or 
the Reich of the Germans will one day itself 
assemble for rule on the earth. 


It has not been my intent to incite uproar in 
the German Reich, rather | think instead to 
make sure with all industriousness and 
emphasis that through the extermination and 
elimination of those who disturb the real 
calm and the general peace, Germany again 
returns to peace and freedom. 

- Ulrich Von Hutten 


Take courage, you Germans! Let us be judged 
only according to ourselves! 


Let us believe that out brave, honest life 
brings us immortality! 


Yes, blessed and sacred, 
Are only those alone, 
Not those the holy father, 


No, who testify to their own deeds. And the 
gates of heaven 


Never open through keys which the Pope, the 
deceiver 


Shows rattling to the folk and extols to the 
terrible mob! 


All roman excesses and violent deeds, | 
attacked even earlier than Luther with all my 
energy, and do so still today, because | held it 
right, through announcement of the truth and 
protection of right everywhere and at every 
time, to create benefit for the fatherland. 


It is not enough, if we merely rip splinters 
from the arrogant Roman structure of lies 
founded on our blindness. We are, | should 
hope, strong and numerous enough to set 
hand onto the main pillar and shake its 
foundations. 


- Ulrich Von Hutten 


It can indeed be one, and the same to the 
Protestants, whether there is a Pope in Rome, 
or not, but it is not one and the same to the 
friend of the fatherland: whether there is day 
or night in Germany. Patriotism has no 
religion, as little as history. It is about truth 
and freedom; and both are connected. We are 
allies under the protection of one kind of law, 
we are compatriots of a common fatherland, 
sons of one family, we are brothers, can at 
least and should be it fairly. What righteous 
man would not rather see his brother seeing 
than blind, not rather free than — be it in 
chains or silk threads — bound? 


- Carl Friedrich Moser 


The Grave of the Bard 


Under oaks alone | bury myself, sons and 
grandchildren. - Pile up a mound for me 
around one back there in the yard, Select the 
tallest, perhaps, that then a storm Devotes 
the obituary to me proudly as is fitting To me 
the heir and son of Old Germanic earth. - Sloe 
should protect my grave and blackberry vine 
and roses, Impenetrable for today, for 
tomorrow, for future time still, That it is not 
desecrated by the feet of these apostles. 


- Christian Wagner 


Of The Priests 


As corpse they planned to live, they spread 
out their corpse black; from their speeches as 
well | still smelled the evil spices of the death 
chambers. 


- Nietzsche 


As long as the priest is still considered as a 
higher kind of human being, this denier, 
slanderer, poisoner of life by profession, there 
is no answer to the question: What is truth? 
One has already stood truth on its head, | the 
intentional advocate of the void and of 
negation is considered the representative of 
the “truth”. What a theologian feels as true, 
this must be false: one has therein almost a 
criterion of truth. Prayer has been invented 
for those people who actually never have 
thoughts on their own and to whom an 
elevation of the soul is unknown or goes 


unnoticed. 


- Nietzsche 


The manner in which a theologian, regardless 
whether in Berlin or Rome, interprets a “text” 
or an experience, a victory of the patriotic 
army, for example, under the higher 
illumination of David's psalms, is always so 
bold that a philologist climbs the walls in the 
process. And what should he do at all, if 
priests and other cows from Swabia arrange 
the pitiful daily routine and indoor smoke of 
their existence with the “finger of God’ into a 
miracle of “mercy”, of “Providence”, of 
“healing experiences’! The most modest 
exertion of spirit, not to speak of decency, 
would, after all, have to expose these 
interpreters as of the total childishness and 


unworthiness of such abuse of divine 
dexterity. With an ever so small mass of piety 
in the body, a God, who at the right time cures 
a cold or beckons us to climb into the 
carriage at the moment when a heavy rain is 
just breaking loose, should be for us such an 
absurd God that one would have to abolish 
him, even if he existed. 


- Nietzsche 


A peasant did not remove his hat, 

as one gave the folk the blessing. 

When now the bishop discovered him 
And startled him with the penance, 

That one shouted: “If the blessing is good, 
Then it will also pass through my hat!” 


- Christian Wernicke 


The Prior had us go farther 

To a cabinet; And showed us in it a piece of 
the ladder Which Jacob had once seen ina 
dream. 


- Leopold Friedr. Gunther von Gockingk 


Catholic and ascetic, you gladly torment 
yourself. Only the loved one does not want to 
abstain And, heretical, the body of the Lord, 
She enjoys in double forms 


- Grillparzer 
Oh, little nun, you remain chaste Despite 
many a suitor, so thank loudly the Lord, And 


silently the cloister bars! 


- Joh. Fried. Christ. Hauck 


A Christ stands at heaven's gate. Saint Peter 
does not let him in, A cohort of baptized Jews 
Is just storming in! 


- Grillparzer 


What kind of shepherd is that, Who through 
force and treachery In part, fleeces the sheep 
In part, eats the sheep? Jurists, physicians, 
priests, All three are zealous, To purge the 
people Of coffers, body, conscience! 


- Friedr. v. Logau 


From the old mildew forests of the 
philosophers, the theologians pick out the 
fallen read fruit and sew with it. - These 
biggest, most narrow egotists turn God into 
the serving brother of the penance priests, 
whither they have voiced, and on the path 


to the filial they believe the solar eclipse has 
come, so that they ride less sweaty and more 
shadowy - and so they sweep the hearts and 
minds, like in Ireland the servants the steps, 
with their wigs. 


- Jean Paul 

If one already believes ninety-nine pounds, 
Then why not right off a whole hundred- 
weight? 


- Ludwig Anzengruber 
on the Pope's infallibility declaration 


Let every freedom be robbed from you, Do 
not protect yourself, You keep, after all, the 
Christian faith: Sleep, what more do you want? 
Whether they are shorn Catholic or parted 
Protestant - All the same: One always gets 
into the fellows’ hair. One more to rouse 
ourselves up, To life's May desire, We rip the 
priests’ sword Out of mankind’s wounded 
breast! Between hunters and game Be ignited 
the wild battle, until one makes peace on the 
last toppled temple. 


- Georg Herwegh 
Liars make good poets. It is not well until, 
One then strikes all the priests dead. 


- Old German Saying 


The obscurant, the Jesuit We encounter at 
every step; Stink’s of cheese and radish, | 
bore it, yet how do | save Myself from the 
scent from Peter's stool, | poor lamb in this 
puddle!! 


- Georg Herwegh 


Where you stand, dig in deep! Down there is 
the spring! Let the dark men scream: 
“Down there is always — hell!” 


- Nietzsche 


But the priests knew how to stir, Who lead 
everything broad into the bad, They find 
everything here and there As dumb and 
absurd as they. The likes of which want to 
encounter me as well; Am under roof, let it 
rain; For against the obscure cowls 


Which pain themselves to harm me, | also 
cannot do without Ulrich Hutten,Franz von 
Sickingen. 


- Goethe 


Absurd priest! Were you not Choked with 
unnaturalness, Who would have dammed off 
his own eyesight From the primal light? 


You ass, want to admonish me To utmost 
humility! But just listen to the fools pride 


around yourself And priests guessing! 


- Goethe 


Young whores, old nuns Had otherwise 
already gained much, When, by priests well- 
advised, They did miracles in the cloister. Now 
it passes across land and people Through 
Europes noble breadth! Courtly lions crawl. 
Moneys, hound and bears dance - New 
tiresome magic flutes - Pack of whores, 
finally prophets. 


- Goethe 


These dull priest Christians Let us saucily 
outwit them! With the devil, whom they spin 
yarns, We want to frighten them themselves, 
Come! With picks and forks And with embers 
and rattle socks We made noise at nightly 
time Through the narrow cliff stretches. 
Eccentric and owl Howl in our round of 
howling! 


- Goethe 


| have never quarreled with you, Philistine- 
Priests, brood of envious people! Naughty 
you are like the Britons, But you do not pay as 
well by a long shot. 


- Goethe 


Whether the Kaiser is our master? Simple 
because we would gladly in honor Be his 
capable riders, We do not want to be his herd, 
We do not want to let ourselves, by priests 
and sycophants, Be led around and 
transplanted. 


- Schiller 


Why do you also take along the cold priest, 
You fools, if you are to do good? And chose 
as areconciler The God abandoned, who 
cannot love! 


- Holderlin 


| am an old gallows bird, 

A real sins cripple, 

Who devoured his sins into himself, 
Like the mildew of opinions. 

Oh Jesus, take me dog to the ear, 
Throw before me the bone of mercy, 


And hurl me sinful lout 


Into your heaven of mercy. 

Oh Salem hunter, chase from below 

Me sow of sin with hounds of mercy. 
Dress me in your dewlap of mercy, 
Then | am preciously donned. 

Oh Lord, we are carrion before you, 

A stench of pestilence, a feast for crow, 
A cheap hole of sins! 


- From the Breslau Songbook 


Why then does the dust want to be so 
resplendent? 


Why does he make so much dust? 
Come walking in in pride? 

Why does he lift up the hat? 

Is he not a maggot carrion: 

A glass blown from dust? 
Maggots will, let him boast, 

Soon again grind him to dust. 
Earth you are, walk on earth. 

Live on earth and will one day 


Again have to become earth 


In the dark earth valley; 

In manure you are at home; 

Manure comes from you, snot and slime, 
You become manure after life; 

Why do you still want to elevate yourself? 


- From the Altmarkisch and Prignitzschen 
Songbook of the year 1898 


The “Our Father” against the Marquis of 
Santa Croce in Brussels 


“Our Father” whom one seeks in Brussels, 
“Your name” be cursed among us, 

“Your will” is not worth the slightest, 
Neither in heaven nor on earth. 

You steal from us our daily bread, 

Our women and children suffer distress. 
Nobody can you forgive his guilt, 

For your life consists of hatred and envy. 
“Our Father” in your heaven 


Liberate us from this lout of hell, 


Let him run to Spain, 
There he may burn funeral piles. 


- From the Netherlands 1633 


A New Little Song against the Priests 
1. 

The Pope, the father of fathers, 

Is chosen for us by God. 

He redeems us evil-doers, 

Nobody remains lost. 

You are so freely chosen, 

You people unscathed, 

Hell is lost, 


If one turns the tables. 


He has very many hands, 

The monks and the priests, 
They beg very nimbly, 

In order not to sing and to gape. 
They always want to sleep, 

Until the sun turns again, 

Their work is created by God, 


If one turns the tables. 


They collect no money in piles, 
Gold guilders or crowns, 

And do not want to drink at all, 
They eat fat beans. 

| gladly want to spare them. 
This was desired by me, 

The Lord will reward them. 


If one turns the tables. 


4. 

They have no benefices. 
Neither here nor at other spots, 
One holds them free of sin 

No blemish can frighten them. 
| want to awaken their praise, 
After all, you do nothing wrong, 
No person can besmirch them, 


If one turns the tables. 


Prince and you senior priests, 

You want to preserve your honor, 
You were created by God 

He wants to long save you up 
With all, who were your servants, 
With scribes, servants and horses. 
God's word you should learn, 

If one turns the tables. 


- From the Netherlands around 1600 


The Pope, the red Babylonian whore 
Causes unrest in the whole world, 
With silver and gold to bring about 
And compels great lords. - 

For all wars he is the cause, 

The devil's child, the End Christ. 
The sighing of many poor, 

The suckling at the mother’s breast, 
On the orphans may God take pity. 
For their murder he has no desire. 


The Pope with the Romanists, 


Thinks he has good fortune on the string 
To murder his Christians, 

The red Babylonian whore. 

Should one call you father, 

You blood-greedy dog, 

So should one first know you! 

Eternal peace is unhealthy for you. 

Your holiness stirs, 

Your lust for murder does not subside, 
Peace you do not want to move 


You know no virtue's duty. 


Pardon of sins you have thought up, 

The whole world to sheer deceive, 
Germany you have shit on, 

Now there is no mercy with you, 

The vices of the sodomites, 

You engage in them, Pope, frivolously, 
The perverts and Amorites 

Please your heart well. 

If we were indeed such, 

We would have with you mercy and favor, 


If we followed your teachings! 


You live the hellish art. 

Germany, you must go to the ranks, 
Do not take a different position on it, 
If you let the Pope disunite you, 
Then it will go for you like the cow, 
Which never wants to give milk, 
Gold, grain and provisions, 

This costs it its life 

By the butcher's hand. 

The fable notice all 


As they stand written 


A butcher in a stall 

Has four-hundred sheep. 

They were all deceived, 

Supplied with clever words, 

But everything was a lie, 

The butcher only slaughtered them. 


- From a war song around the year 1546 


How long do you let yourself be fooled, 
You German nation, 

If you do not want to teach the foreign 
To sneak away from the priests, 

This puts on your back 

A bloody monarchy, 

All must bow, 

all are servants and none are free. 

Do not let perish so soon 

The manly German deed, 


You should look to honor, 


Which has so many deeds. 

What nobody could get over, 

The German has done it 

Do not let yourselves be bound to the yoke, 
You have the oxen’s reward. 

You German dogs want to bite 

You own fatherland? 

Your nest you want to soil 

For priests unknown? 

Want to help them to it 


Contrary to God’s honor and right? 


Take note you young whelps 
And you, you German servant. 


- From a war song around the year 1546 


The Ten Commandments of the Earthly God 


1. Listen up, you people, pay attention, You 
folk be now ready. The Pope will say how one 
does it. That you are servant to him. 


2. | am, he says, the top Christian, To whom 
all beings are subservient, Heaven's prince on 
earth here, There is no other God after me. 


3. You should make pictures for me all alone, 
Of gold and silver and stone, You should 
worship in superstition, And no longer believe 
in a God. 


4. My name you should honor, Otherwise fire 
and sword should consume you. Then you 
can safely curse in God’s name, Nobody 
should count it against you as evil. 


5. For six days one does not need to work, 
Hence the priests offer holiday, You can 
honor me in the churches, The whole folk will 
not resist it. 


6. Father, mother should you curse, In order 
to seek my papal kingdom, Great wealth 
should you consume. Wife and child you do 
not need to nourish. 


7. Murder, manslaughter, whore-mongering, 
Falseness and theft, what does it matter, 
Matters not, | can forgive you everything, You 
just have to be good Catholic. 


8. And if you should covet The neighbor's 
house, his wife, his property: Bring money, | 
pronounce you released and free, For money 
makes your souls anew. 


9. Oh human being, you see my world 
Preserve itself so good and Christian. And 
who rules so in the future, He is, like I, not 
listed. 


- From the Netherlands around 1600 


Rome 


Twice you ruled the nations: Your eagle flew 
out from the capitol, And you carried your 
commandment of power from pole to pole, 
Followed by the march of your legions. Then 
one saw your holy father throne, In his breast 
truth's monopoly, In his mouth the souls’ pain 
and well-being, In his hand so crowns of earth 
and heaven. For the third time, you will not 
subjugate the world, Even if a vain oldster in 
Peter's Cathedral reaches Insanely for the 
divinity’s eternal rights; What once blinded, is 
today a phantom, It is day and remains it 
despite all dark powers, But you became a 
city of the dead, oh Rome! 


- Karl Gerok 


Rain Time 


If | walk after the eternal rain Through the 
forest at early time, Ah, how does on all paths 
The folk of the mushrooms spread itself. 
Between torn and hip In troops on the path's 
edge, They stand here in white cowl, There in 
brown monk's clothing. Others bloom like 
cardinals In flat scarlet hut, Oh, and not to 
count completely Is the black-spotted brood. 
Densely grouped and ever denser Through 
the preserve from town to town Rolls away 
the spongy rabble His propaganda, Climbs 
with uncanny speed Up hills from every gully, 
Exhales from every swampy sport, Its vapor 
into the air. Fresh summer breath send, Kind 
heaven, send it soon! Otherwise yet in the end 
for us This brood will ruin the whole forest! 


- Emanuel Geibel 


Jesuit Innocence 


May Loyola's spirit from free Christians 
create nothing but servants, Who are just like 
cadavers, at his hand like dead weapons: 
Lamb pious are in every case. The Jesuits all, 
all May they separate families. May those 
whom he yesterday still loved, The notice 
today never name Father, mother, brothers, 
sisters: Lamb pious are all in nay case The 
Jesuits, all, all Teach also the Casuists That 
the end justifies the means, How may one 
break the oak with tricks, Guiltlessly 
participate in guilt: Lamb pious are in any 
case The Jesuits, all, all. If a man dares, 
famous in the order, To approve of 
indignation; Assassins, who murder tyrants, 


Heinrich’s murderer even to praise: Lamb 
pious are in any case The Jesuits, all, all. 
If the bailiffs of the Tiara Even today still 
squeeze souls; 


If, enticed, the child Mortara Falls booty to 
their treachery: Lamb pious are in any case 
The Jesuits, all, all. May they all, wherever 
they nest Behave like the old ones, Soon like 
foxes full of tricks Soon like wolves ruling 
atrociously: Lamb pious are in any case The 
Jesuits, all, all. Indeed the black agitators 
plotted The overthrow of the Kaiser-Oak; But 
who may banish the saints From the young 
German Reich? 


Lamb pious are in any case, The Jesuits, all, 
all. Adolf Stober At Hutten’s Grave Well, here 
rots our savior, For the German folk nailed to 
the cross; A German Mecca would this isle be, 
If no German woman had carried him, It’s 
Hutten and | choose him as my heart's first 
hero; My ocean be your lake, oh Zurich! 


Of its tidings let me report. It's Hutten, 
whether the despot You despise due to the 
folk’s festivals; 


You woo daily vie the dead, Oh, and forget 
your best ones. You cry those hieroglyphs, In 
the ocean many a lost tear And do not 
surmise the miraculous depths Of the pure 
German Hippocrene. It’s Hutten, you men, 
step Forth to the hill of the banished! It’s 
Hutten, you men, pray, And become 
acquainted with him, the misunderstood one! 
We need a great shadow, Of the spirit to 
hover around our weapons, Which, when we 
tire in the fight, Gives us blood of its blood. 
Oh believe not, that you woul find him On that 
rock in the distant sea; Here is a grave, still 
not desecrated, Here is the stone of German 
honor! How trembles many a proud summit, 
When thundering since once in evil hour, 


Like clang of swords to Luther's Bible, The 
word arose rang out from Hutten’s mouth! 
The word, which, when the world enslaved, As 
dark delusion subjugated it, So daring for all 
world justified, 


So lonely knocked on heaven. The word, 
which, when the world enslaved, As dark 
delusion subjugated it, So daring for all world 
justified, So lonely knocked on heaven. The 
word, which, when the world enslaved, As 
dark delusion subjugated it, So daring for all 
world justified, So lonely knocked on heaven. 
Let himself be assassinated by the cowls, 
And had to die from it, So that now the 
grandchildren without doubt play the 
hypocrite, Kiss the coat of Marengo? How 
long shower with laurels Do you want the 
Corsican standard? When hangs once in 
German huts Hutten instead of Bonaparte? 


- Georg Herwegh 


The Priests 

In serious temple's gloom, 
At the altar, with the wine, 
There stands the pale priest 
And grabs into it. 

“The doubts and the fighting, 
the inner mockery and scorn, 
that | finally extinguish him, 

| tempt you, oh God! 

Is it blood of your blood? 


Is it flesh of your flesh? 


| pass it out in high courage 
To man and woman. 

Your lightning can smash me, 
Because | overcame myself; 

| cannot profane you 

With frivolous hand!” 

The morning has come, 

The sacred office begins, 
Silently the pious approach, 
First his own child. 


He passes it without trembling, 


Looking steadfast, wine and bread, 
And oh! You young life 

Petrify in the quickest death. 
Coldly he looks at the dead, 
Angrily then towards heaven: 
“Indeed | am still a messenger, 

but henceforth without master! 
Heaven and earth 

| find them pretty enough 

for a God’s coming into existence, 


And yet it is lie and deception! 


You men and you women, 

Whom I see here around me, 

| must entrust one thing to you, 
The last, before | go. 

With desire and charm and glitter 
The world all around tempts you; 
Do what you want, only never. 
What pleases your God!” 
On the savior picture 


His eye now fixes: 


“You man of eternal mildness, 


Pretty was your dream, your action! 

So that your word does not deceive us; 
Death you suffered without wavering: 

| pardon you the lie; 

See!” Spoke it and drank and sank. 


- Friedrich Hebbel 


The White Horse Rider 


Silent, silent my brother! Go farther off to the 
side, 


There comes, after all, the nocturnal white 
horse rider! 


Yes see! Yes see! That god has pity, 

The head he even carries under the arm! 

“What did you just say you path traveler?” 
So she calmly asks the white horse rider, 
“Because she disturbs my relic, 

so haunt them as terrible image.” 


So you, high one, God consecrated one, 
became 


Out or revenge the ghostly white horse rider? 


“Severely, after all, angered me the course of 
fate, 


that | had to make way for the Crucifix.” 


“But not for long, not much longer, he 
continues cheerfully, 


Am I, ghostly to you, the white horse rider, 
When the folk again believes in my divinity, 
| put on my head again as head. 

Then plunge, one and trinity, 

Down from the throne of the Odin riders, 


And chase from his long own house 


The whole foreign rabble”. 


- Christian Wagner 


Pagan Song 

How did the pagans live indeed, 
So glorious and happy, 

That was a folk of silks, 

We are a folk of straws. 
Kidnapped by an ox a pretty child 
Sometimes also — but believe me, 
The pagans were not so blind, 
Not half so blind as we. 

The heathens, but it's a shame 


About such genius, 


They called four straight 

And took five as crooked. 
Maidenhood also had an end, 

As soon as the maiden bore a child, 
Back when the New Testament 

Had not yet been written. 

They did what they wanted, 

The impertinence was enormous, 
They triumphed, when they fought, 
Even without uniform. 


They had no police 


And drank preferable wine than beer, 
The pagans were indeed free, 

The pagans — but you! 

And from Achilles and Hector, 

As it stands in Homer, 

To the last rector 

Of the university. 

There was no book in all of Athens, 
Oh terrible depravity, 

One got smart from strolling 


And from the air. 


The pagans, oh the pagans, 

Who are no Christians, 

They still spin silk 

For many a Christian Child. 

Hence live well the pagan pack 

And every proper young heathen rogue, 
Homer with the beggar's bag 

And their republic! 


- Georg Herwegh 


Proclamation 

Tear the crosses out of the earth! 

All should become swords 

God in heaven will pardon it. 

Abandon, oh abandon the verse welding! 
Set the iron onto the anvil! 

Savior should be the iron. 

Your firs, your oaks - 

Have the green question marks 

Of German freedom preserved you? 


No, they should not perish! 


But your happy resurrection 
Costs a trip to hell. 

Tear the crosses out of the earth! 
All should become swords. 

God in heaven will pardon it. 
When he hears our fires roar 

And his sacred iron whiz 

He will indeed add his blessing. 
Before freedom be no peace, 
The man be given no woman 


And no golden grain on the field; 


Before freedom, before victory 
Looks no suckling from the cradle 
With happy haze into the world! 

In the cities be only ruins, 

Until freedom from the walls 
Swings the flags into the land; 

Until you, Rhine, through true bends 
Thunder, let the last waves 

Crackle cursing into the sand. 

Tear the crosses out of the earth! 


All should become words, 


God in heaven will pardon it. 
Against tyrants and philistines! 
The sword also has its priests, 
And we want to be priests! 


- Georg Herwegh 


Who is Free? 

He alone is a free man, 

And he be remembered, 

Who can himself desire it for himself, 
Freedom in battle, 

With the own blade 

Fetches it, 

It's the man, whom | sing, 

The man is free! 

O woe, who trusts the Frank 


And greets him too happily; 


He always brings us our bride 
After he has kissed her full. 

There is still in our ranks 

Powder and lead - 

Hence let us free ourselves 

Then we are free! 

Freedom lives on Danube and Belt, 
It drinks from our Rhine, 

Freedom sleeps in desert tent 

And glistens in the starlight; 


But one must woo it, 


Whoever it is, 

But one must doe for it, 

Then one becomes free! 

The German still has a hand 

And a strong defense, 

Surrender no footstep of the fatherland 
Even for freedom; 

And those who raise up with us 

Such war-cry, 

They should all live, 


For they are free! 


Many thousands of sparks, an ember, 
Many hearts and one beat, 

So we wait indeed good-spirited 

To the Last Day; 

Unity must devour 

The evil two, 

Then it should ring thundering: 
Germany is free! 


- Georg Herwegh 


To the Germans 

| had a strange vision: 

God sat there in judgment 

And called each nation 

To his star throne. 

The folks came in dense throngs, 
Just as they were, running: 

The Britons, Russians and French, 
The latter, as always, without pants. 
Even China and Mongolia, 


Also a piece of Poland was present. 


And when the Lord counted the folks - 

Ah, see! The German Reich was still missing. 
“Where are then my Germans again? 

Do they still stretch their lazy limbs? 

They could, since | buried them, 

Have indeed finally got their fill of sleep!” 


Thereupon he commanded an angel to jump 
to the earth 


To bring up the sleepy heads. 
The angel ran around in Germany, 
Everything was quiet, every was silent. 


“You Germans, don't you want to get up? 


I: 


Eternity is just beginning 
The angel blew in bright rage 

Like crazy into his heavenly hunter's horn; 
But before the Germans gathered together, 
The Last Day was long gone, 

Everybody received his reward 

The Germans escaped heaven and hell! 


- Georg Herwegh 


All priests knew all along how Moses built an 
enclosure around the Sinai to sanctify their 
mountain and forbade the folk the climb so 
that the Lord would not smash it in his wrath. 
The folk saw the Lord’s magnificence only — 
from behind! One was not allowed to 
approach the Lord's altar with empty hands, 
and the priests had the fattest share of the 
sacrifices. Still! If it had not just come to 
kidney roasts to lands, cathedral benefices, 
kingdoms and finally even to regencies of 
God on earth, compared to which the pennies 
and crosses on protestant altars — eggs, 
butter, lard, chickens etc. are so meager and 
even the fattened turkey-hens, which in 
Northern Germany are called consistory 
birds. In the process, the priests always wore 
the pectoral of the High Priest Urim Thumim, 
truth and clarity! If one so rightly thinks 
oneself into the priests’ world, then one burns 
in Elias’ sacred zeal 


— and wants to slaughter the priests, like the 
prophet slaughtered them, 450 of them!!! 


- Carl Julius Weber 


The sight of great nature leads in hours when 
the human being collects himself invariably 
to religious ideas, the educated and feeling 
human being as well as the crude son of 
nature, who turns everything that powerfully 
grips him and everything that he is not able to 
comprehend into fetish and divinity. The sun 
was the most natural divinity — the light a 
God - and the half-wild sun worshipers are in 
the eyes of the philosopher far more rational 
than our worshipers of saints and bones; not 
to mention the serpent of Epidaurus and the 
sacred chickens and geese of the Romans. It 
borders on the sublime, what the natural Inca 
said to the fanatical Dominican: “Your God 
died on a piece of wood, mine is the immortal 


sun!” The Irmensaule (Hermannssaule) of the 
Saxons was indeed worth as much as a 
portrait of Mary! 


- Carl Julius Weber 


We know now that our world is a speck of 
dust of the universe, and have hence returned 
from the ridiculous arrogance, which 
overturned the whole order of nature or the 
sake of a few insects, which crawl around on 
this speck of dust. The laws of nature are 
inalterable, like the nature — of the priests, 
and hence 6,000 years ago things were 
exactly the same as in the world today. 


One knows - the world has learned that 
religion in the hands of priests did more evil 
in 1,800 years than reason in 6,000. Jena 
counted ages ago seven types of plunder, 
which even the intelligent listed 


as the Septem Miracula Jenae, and to these 
strange oddities belong now all so-called 
miracles. There is still only one miracle — the 
world — and at best the intellect of man, over 
which our descendants in the thousandth 
generation will still — be full of wondering - 
be full of studying and — be full of wracking 
their brains in saecula saecularem! 


- Carl Julius Weber 


Religion is such a dark word, that millions 
cannot think in the process, even if they 
wanted to think, and this was precisely 
among the priests also the more preferred. 


Religion’s magical power over human 
sentiment is powerful, and this was preferred 
by the cunning. From the beginning of 
society, the priests saw in it the 

strongest means to dominate the sentiments, 


incontestably in the wildness of the times the 
best bridle and bit for coarse half-humans, 
and they would have been able to still use 
this means of discipline, if they had just not 
so shamefully abused it! Whoever serves the 
altar, should live from the altar — but they 
turned the Lord's table into a literal trading- 
house and warehouse, and did not merely live 
from it, rather practiced usury with it worse 
than Jews. They did with religion precisely 
what the demagogues do with freedom, and 
even the city clock had to be set according to 
their comfort, not to the sun. If the sun 
showed 12, but the church clock only 11 - 
then the whole city was allowed to only count 
11, until finally many went by their pocket- 
watches, and the keys of heaven or St. Peter's 
keys (primula veris) - became a tea mixture. 


- Carl Julius Weber 


The Nuncios 


They and their Pope shun the light, which 
makes them recognizable, they love the 
darkness, they hate everything that is called 
enlightenment, and leans to it, and would like 
to make all of us who are not totally blind one- 
eyed. This is their wish, this for centuries their 
endeavor. 


- Carl Friedrich Moser 


The Beggar Order 


But the medicine of evil laid in evil. The 
beggars engaged in it so terribly that 
precisely through it they awakened the 
counter-force. But until it got that far, what 
did the noblest thinkers of that time, what 
wanted to put up a light, have to tolerate 
through the persecution by this true rabble of 
the church? The blood must boil in the veins 
of every philanthropist, when he thinks of the 
persecutions and folk deceptions by these 
cowls and their cabals against better human 
beings! 


- Carl Julius Weber 


You pray for the poor souls in purgatory, and 
pay for masses and prayers for them, and 
care and worry yourselves? - my God, let the 
poor souls be poor souls; You do not make 
them rich nor happy, not cold nor warm; 
where they are, our prayers do not reach 
there, our sobs do not reach there. Here is 
purgatory! Here is shouting and struggle, 
misery and distress, coldness of the heart 
and ember of insanity! Here should the fire 
burn your fingernails! Here throw your fires 
into the mass and let your flames shine! To 
have fought along and glowed here, is higher 
service, higher happiness, and one day gives 
you a higher right to eternal rest, than to 
arrange quietist payable prayers for others, - 
far from the shot, far from the flames! --- 


- Oskar Panizza 


The universe, like everything, exists for itself 
and is nonetheless again part and member of 
a greater whole, which again loses itself in an 
even greater one, and so forth and so forth, is 
an idea of which the human being may be 
proud. 


- Friedrich Hebbel 


Ode to the Prussians 

You owe everything to your own worth, 
You, the battle god's favorite children 
Laurel-proud conquerors of folks, 
Everything, everything to your hero's sword; 
Let not your weapons rust, 

Not in self-complacency 

Your manly sense slacken, 

Remain, you Prussians, who you are! 
Feared not in Greece's heroic days 


The whole orient Athens, 


Then a manly daring, happy striking 
Went hand in hand with ruler wisdom 
Asia's waves of folks found 

In the Greeks damn and resistance 
Xeres’ court manner came to nothing 
And his huge army destroyed. 

But in the shadow of their great deeds 
All vices grew lustfully like weeds, 
Right was meanly betrayed for profit, 


Cowardice was heard in the advice of the 
men; 


Long was their defensive strength gone 


Petty baseness a robbery, 

And the new hero from the north 

Threw them into the dust laughing. 

May the ray of lightning also blind the eye, 
Which tears the deep black of night, 

If through the darkness on all borders 

Its sudden tongue of flame blazes - 

Oh, only a wink of the eye separates 
Becoming and passing to nothingness; 
Before the gaze rightly recognizes him 


The miracle of his light disappeared. 


Flame mighty one on high paths 

Rule the sun's light consistency, 

Flow down eternal glow blessing, 

Burst the ice, redeem the winter suffering; 
And your pure river of mercy 

Has an inspiring effect and preserves 

On the most distant paths of creation 

All life in the world. 


Like the fire fountain of the brightness of 
worlds 


Pours from creation’s heart 


He, too, remains the strong life-source, 
Which without end flows and flows over; 
Everything must pale before it: 

Colors the morning clouds’ hem 

Purple glow, the stars recede 

Into the dark infinity of space. 


Remain you as well, you Prussians, constant 
in strength, 


Let the sun be example to you, 
Keep the young armed glory alive, 
Do not stop halfway; 


Teach it to the doubter and despiser: 


Honor does not remain childless, 
Proper virtue carries generations 
Of new virtues in its lap! 


Never does heaven's hatred and treachery 
make 


Proud kingdoms shamefully perish; 
Nowhere did it stand in book of world history 
Thus so, and no differently, should it happen! 
Waves achievement to the clear spirit, 

Blind lack of understanding fails; 


So success and failure - 


Both lie in our hand. 
Manly deeds without equal pile up 


For the Reich's construction, stone upon 
stone; 


Listen then, heroes! Honors, they obligate: 
You must be guardians of your work! 
Restless, restless, battle feathers! 

It's also not much farther to the top. 

If you once hesitate, you sink down 

It is the lot of mortality! 

But also do not forget the higher glory: 


As you climb upward in triumph, 


Every adornment of mankind crowns you, 
If you display mild sense and generosity. 
The defeated enemy should 

More than to your courage in combat 

To your higher morality 

Pay reverence and admiration. 


- Frederick the Great 


Do you really believe, sir, hand on heart, that 
heaven concerns itself with the quarrels, 
exchanges of words and bloody actions, 
which we street urchins engage in among 
ourselves? Do you believe that I, if | take a 
stroll in my garden at Sanssouci and trample 
an anthill, have even the slightest thought 
that my path takes me right over tiny 
creatures, which bustle about and endeavor? 


Would it not be ridiculous of these animals — 
provided, they could think — to presume that | 
knew they were there and now had to take 
consideration for their existence. No, my 
friend, free yourself of this self-love, which 
only deceives you, if according to it heaven is 
supposed to have nothing further to do than 
constantly concern itself with your personal 
well-being. Instead pres upon yourself the 
conviction that nature does not worry about 
the individual being; but indeed about the 
whole species: it, the species, may not perish. 


And our closing words to all this? That a king 
never has to take note of it, if on a stroll he 
tramples an anthill, which by coincidence 
finds itself on his path, that he, looking at the 
big thing, which puts claim to his full 
attention and which he frequently cannot 
even completely keep in sight, does not think 
of ants nor looks around, whether they crawl 
around in his gardens and park facilities. 


- Frederick the Great in the conversation with 
de Catt, Torgau, November 7, 1762. 


You have connections to heaven, which | do 
not have, and can hence know how your 
eternal father-in-law favors or disfavors us. | 
live as a poor mortal, who does not know a 
dog in paradise, in total ignorance about it, 
receive the good that | encounter with joy and 
bear the adverse with patience. 


But allow me nonetheless that a poor layman 
point out to you a few difficulties, which 
emerge in the deepest foundation of your 
sublime doctrine. The pagans portrayed luck 
as blind, because it is usually unjust, its traits 
were moodiness and inconstancy, both of 
which actually cling to it, after all. But if you 
now replace luck with Providence, then you 
must unconditionally likewise burden this 
Providence with the little injuries, with which 
the pagans conceived their fortune, which, 
meanwhile, according to my view, would be a 
formal blasphemy. | feel for the divine being 
the deepest reverence and hence greatly 
guard against ascribing to him an unjust, 
fickle behavior, which one would condemn in 
the smallest mortal. For this reason, dear 
sister, | prefer not to believe that the almighty, 
kind being concerns himself in the least with 
human affairs. Instead, | ascribe everything 
that happens to the creatures and to the 
necessary effects of 


incalculable cases, and bow silently before 
this venerable being, in that | admit my 
ignorance of his ways, which has not pleased 
his divine wisdom to reveal to me. 


Farewell, my bride of Christ! In the event you 
find me not orthodox, then do not let it occur 
to you right off to have me burned, and if you 
see in my a great heretic, be nonetheless 
convinced that | love you with genuine 
tenderness... 


- Frederick the Great to Princess Amalie of 
Prussia, January 1780. 


May this scum of mankind, whom they call 
bishops, become rational and tolerant! But | 
fear that it may be just as difficult to make 
your priests human as to teach elephants to 
talk... When | was born, | found the world in 
the slavery of superstition; which | die, 


| will leave it just the same. The reason for 
this lies in that the folk swallows a dozen 
articles of faith like pills and is more sensitive 
only in regard to what concerns its freedom 
and its purse. It does not consider that 
slavery is the inescapable result, if it is 
bedded in dogmas... 


- Frederick the Great to d'Alembert, May 7, 
1768 


Posterity will not hold it possible, which 
giants the Pope dared to excommunicate. He 
would truly deserve that the anointed 
majesties treat him with rotten apples. What 
he denies them, is not worth the demanding. 
A good mutton is juicier than all the divine 
virginal flesh. | do not know what should 
come of this matter. The old tightrope walker, 
about whom they laugh, may look on how he 
extracts himself from the trade in which he 


has entangled himself. 


- Frederick the Great to d'Alembert, Potsdam, 
November 25, 1769 


In this century, | would rather be cobbler than 
Pope. The magic is gone, but the misery 
hawker continues to praise his wares, which 
no human being still wants to buy, while the 
most daring set about upsetting his booth. | 
do not know what Englishman of Christians 
religion set up the horoscope and calculated 
its duration to the end of this century. | would 
not be sad to still experience this spectacle, 
believe meanwhile that things do not go so 
far and the priests will perhaps serve up their 
contemptible absurdities for a few centuries 
yet, especially since the rabble’s enthusiasm 
strengthens their back. 

- Frederick the Great to dAlembert, July 2, 
1769 


A monk, an in itself contemptible creature, 
can enjoy in a state only as much prestige as 
the advantage of sanctity of his office allows. 
Superstition nourishes him, hypocrisy reveres 
him and fanaticism pronounces him sacred. 
The cities that have the most cloisters harbor 
the most superstition and the greatest 
intolerance. If one destroys these vessels of 
lunacy, then one spills the poisoned well- 
springs of prejudices, which put the wet- 
nurse fairy-tales into circulation and 
according to need hatch up anew. 


- Frederick the Great to d’‘Alambert 
September 27, 1781. 


The See of Peter has been founded on the 
ideal credit of the Vatican bank; the bills of 
exchange on the beyond meanwhile lose 
value; credit sinks, and even if the symptoms 
do not yet point to a general bankruptcy, they 
nonetheless still at least gradually prepare 
the public for it. In many towns, the number 
of monks is already being reduced; these 
tools of superstition will finally completely 
rust up, and the gatekeeper of paradise will 
be pushed down to the position of a bishop 
of Rome. We will indeed no longer experience 
these pretty days, but nonetheless, | elevate 
my soul, as Maupertuis teaches, and bless, 
foreseeing the darling things with the eyes of 
the intellect, the happy century, which will 
enjoy an advantage note granted us. And you 
still wonder that | am in a good mood, clap 
my hands and intoxicate myself with the dear 
prophecies, which my power of imagination 
whispers to me? 


- Frederick the Great to d'Alembert 
Potsdam, July 15, 1746 


..A prophet, | told myself, means nothing in 
his fatherland! This is the reason why all 
Catholics guard so against canonizing a saint 
before the companions of his excesses, his 
mistresses, pages, physicians and cloister 
brothers are dead and buried... 


- Frederick the Great to August Wilhelm of 
Prussia 


The Kings Testament Before The Battle of 
Zornsdorf 


Order to my generals of this army, how they 
are to behave in the event that | should be 
shot dead. 


- In the camp at Küstrin, August 22, 1758 


Should the battle against the Russians be 
won, as we all hope, then the enemy must be 
pursued with all vigor. Right after my death 
the army must take a new oath, and since my 
brother Heinrich is trustee of the same with 
unlimited authority, the whole army must 
respect his commands as those of the 
governing master. | want that after my death 
no fuss is made with me. One should not 
open me, rather quietly take me to Sanssouci 
and have me buried in my garden. 


This is my last will, and | hope that all my 
generals and the army will strictly live up to it. 


- Friedrich 


Nota bene: Should the battle be lost, then the 
army must place itself behind Kustrin, and 
draw all other secondary armies to it and, the 
sooner the better, again get on the enemy's 
neck afresh. 


The King's Secret Instructions for Cabinet- 
Minister Finckenstein 


In the critical situation in which our affairs 
find themselves, | must give you my 


instructions, so that in any unfortunate 
situations, which lie within the realm of 


possibility, you are empowered for the 
required decisions. 


Should | be shot dead, then business must 
continue without the slightest delay 


and change and without that one notices that 
they lie in other hands. In this case, 


one must hasten to swearing-ins and oaths 
of allegiance both here as well as in 


East Prussia and especially in Silesia. 


If the fate befalls me to fall into enemy hands, 
| forbid taking the slightest 


consideration for my person and to pivoting 
according to what | could write from 


my captivity. Should such a misfortune befall 
me, then I want to sacrifice myself 


for the state, and one should obey my brother, 
who just like all my ministers and 


generals is answerable to me with his head 
that no province, no ransom money 


is offered for me and that the war will be 
continued under exploitation of all 


advantages, completely as if | had never lived. 


| hope and | may believe that you, Count 


Finckelstein, will not have it necessary 


to make sue of this instruction; but for the 
event of a misfortune, | empower you 


to it. As proof of this, that this, after ripe and 
good reflection, is my deep and 


unshakeable will, | sign it with my own hand 
and furnish it with my seal. 


- Friedrich, The King’s Testament of 
January 8, 1769 


Our life leads us with swift steps from birth to 
death. In this short span of time, it is 


the human being's destiny to work for the 
well-being of the community of which 


he is member. Since the day when the 
direction of business fell to me, it was my 


serious endeavor, with all the energies which 
nature bestowed upon me, and 


according to the yardstick of my weak 
insight, to make the state that | had to 


govern happy and blossoming. | have helped 
right and laws to rule, have brought 


order and clarity to the finances and in the 
army preserved manly disciple, which 


gave it its superiority over Europe's other 


troops. 


After | have fulfilled these duties toward the 
state, | would have had to reproach 


myself eternally, had | neglected my family's 
affairs. For the avoidance of quarrels 


among my family members, which could 
arise due to my inheritance, | declare in 


this solemn document my last will. 


Gladly and without complaint, | return my life 
breath to benevolent nature, which 


kindly loaned it to me, and my body to the 
elements, of which it consists. | have 


lived as philosopher and want to be buried as 
such, without pageantry, without 


solemn pomp. | want to be neither opened 
nor embalmed. One should bury me 


in Sanssouci at the height of the terraces in a 
vault, which | have had constructed 


for myself. Prince Moritz von Nassai is to be 
buried in the same manner in a little 


forest near Kleve. If | die in wartime or ona 
trip, one should bury me at the first 


best spot and in the winter bring me to 
Sanssouci to the designated site. To my 


nephew Friedrich Wilhelm, the successor to 
the throne, | leave the kingdom of 


Prussia, the provinces, states, castles, 
fortresses, munitions, armories, the lands 


conquered or inherited by me, all crown 


jewels (which are in the hands of the 


queen and my wife), the gold and silver 
service, which are in Berlin, my country 


houses, the Ibirary, the coin cabinet, the 
painting gallery, gardens etc... 


| furthermore leave to him the state treasury, 
as he will find it on the day of my 


death, as the state's property and is destined 
solely to defend the folks to provide 


them relief. 


To the queen, my wife, | leave the income that 
she enjoys and which should be 


increased by annually 10,000 thalers, two 
tons of wine annually, free wood and 


wild game for her table. Under this condition, 
the queen has obligated herself to 


name my nephew her heir. Since furthermore 
no widow's seat exists for her, | 


satisfy myself, for the sake of form, to 
designate Stettin. At the same time, | 


demand of my nephew that he leaves her a 
suitable residence in the Berlin 


Castle, which is owed her as his uncle's 
widow and as princess, whose virtue has 


never denied itself 


Let us come to the Allodial estate. | have 
never been greedy or rich; | hence also 


do not possess much. The state's income | 
have always viewed as Ark of the 


Covenant, which no profane hand dares to 
touch. The public revenue has never 


been claimed for my own requirements. My 
personal expenditures have never 


exceeded 220,000 thalers per year. My 
administration hence leaves me a clear 


conscience, and | can give an accounting for 
it to the public without fear. | 


employ my nephew Friedrich Wilhelm as 
universal heir of the Allodial fortune, 


under the condition that he pays out the 
following bequests. 


Should | leave behind any debts, whose 
payment death prevents me, then my 


nephew is held to settle them: this is my will. 


| recommend to my heir most warmly the 
officers who under my command 


participated in the war. | ask him to care 
especially for the officers of my 


surroundings. He should send non away and 
let none of them, when he is old and 
weak, die in misery. He will possess in them 


skilled military men and people, who 


have provided proof of their intelligence, 
courage and loyalty. 


| recommend to him my private secretaries, 
likewise who have worked in my 


cabinet. They have practice in business and 


at the start of his government can 


enlighten him about very many things that are 
known to them and which even 


the ministers do not know. 


| likewise recommend to him all who have 
stood in my services, likewise my 


chamber servants. | bequeath to Zeysing 
2,000 thalers for his great loyalty and 500 


thalers to each of my wardrobe servants, | 
certainly hope that my heir leaves them 


their wages until they are fittingly provided for. 


To each staff officer of my regiment, of the 
Lestwitz battalion and the guard corps, 


| bequeath a gold memorial coin, which has 


been stamped with the successes 


and victories won by the troops under my 
leadership. To each of these four 


battalions, | bequeath two thalers per head 
and the same amount to each guard 


corps. 


If before my death | add to this testament a 
codicil written in my own hand and 


signed, then it should have the same power 
as this solemn document. 


If one of those whom | have considered dies 
before me, then the bequest is null 


and void. If | die during the war, my general 
inheritance should be held and my 


legacy paid out only after the restoration of 
peace. During the course of the war, 


however, nobody should have the right to put 
demands to the estate. 


| recommend to my successor to respect his 
own blood in his uncles, aunts and 


all blood relatives. The coincidence that rules 
over human fate decides the first 


birth. But just because one is king, does not 
yet mean one is better than the others. 


| recommend to all my relatives to live in 
peace with each other. May they 


understand, when it is necessary, to sacrifice 
their personal interests to the well- 


being of the fatherland and to the advantage 


of the state. 


To my last breath, my wishes are for the 
state's prosperity. May it always be 


governed with justice, wisdom and strength! 
May it through the mildness of its laws 


be the happiest, in its finances the best 
administered and through an army, which 


aims only for honor and noble armed glory, be 
defended most valiantly! 


May it blossom to the end of time! 
Berlin, January 8, 1769 


- Friedrich 





